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DAD!
By K. Jay

UST as the whistlos blew and tlie l)ells ring" out

their mid-day tones on Saturday, the fourth

of August, in the Year of Our Lord Nineteen

Hundred and Twenty-two, the stately Cunard
liner, "jNluretania" slipped anchor in New

York harbor and majestically put out to sea.

It was a scorching day, the thermometer somewhere

in the nineties, and well nigh unbearable in its swelter-

ing humidity. It was a day when the desire to hie

oneself away to cooler fields and greener pastures runs

high. Yet, despite the fact of physical discomfort and

all its accompanying accessories, a great number of

friends and well-wishers had assembled on the wharf

to say good-by. The surging crowd hung around the

gangways exchanging final words, and wishing, per-

haps, that they, too, were being sped, instead of helping

to speed the parting ones across the deep. Suddenly

a quiver ran through the vessel, she trembled and vi-

brated from prow to stern—then the giant liner moved,

and a series of cheers broke tumultuously from hun-

dreds of throats, rolled away, died off, and broke forth

again. Frantic signaling, waving handkerchiefs, shouts

of ''Bon Voyage!" "Au Revoir!!" mingled with the

clapi)ing of hands as the orchestra of the ship made

itself felt above the din of that discordant chorus.

Sweetly and solemnly, its brass tones raised the strains

of the Nation's Song, "I\Iy Country 'Tis of Thee * * "'

of thee T think." The Stars and Stripes from the

neigliboring vessels nodded salute, the great choir of

hnman voices joined in the refrain^ while unannounced

and unsought came that feeling of sadness and longing,

that the poet says, is not akin to ]iain,

—

"lint resembles sorrow only '

As the mist resembles rain."

Very soon, the passengers, leaning over tlie deck

rail.-:;, noticed the faces on shore disappear into a con-

glomerate picture, then melt into misty indistinctness.

Tlie flags, from the higher levels of more distant office

buildings and taller skyscrapers, still shone ^forth wdth

undiminislied splendor in the glorifying sunlight,—but

even here, as seeonds passed into minutes, distance was

intervening, the coloring of the most beautiful banner

in the world Mas fast paling, the stripes had already

lost their identity and the stars their brilliancy, and

the watching eyes of many became tear-dimmed as they

realized, perhaps, for the first time, what separation

from home and country means.

On the extreme stern of the boat, as close to the

railing as possible, his cap pulled well down over his

forehead, his hands focusing each eye, his eyes strained

to get the last glimpse of concrete reality, the whole at-

titude spelling depression in its worst form, was a figure,

that few who knew would recognize as Mat Healy, Jr.,

—

the winning pitcher and genial center of Yalevard's

noted diamond and gridiron battles. ^^^^^^^^^^'^^

^

"If I were a girl I would cry, but as I'm not, I

nuist just grin and bear it," Mat muttered to himself.

"Just think of Dad treating me like this,—and

rubbing it in, by telling me, it's all for my good that

he's giving me and himself such pain. Ye Gods! It

would take the faith of 'Old Skeezicks' to believe any-

thing like that. Well, never mind, old chap, you're in

for it, so take your medicine good and straight. You
deserv-e it.

"
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"I did go from bad to worse last year. Nothing

seeiiied to pin me down except the pigskin and the bat,

—

I flunked everything else. Mother could have held me
down or rather up to something, but God seemed to

think I didn't need HER, that Dad was all sufficient.

Perhaps he is,—I think an awful lot of Dad. He is a

jooly good Pater-familias, a good old sport, patient and
understanding in a certain sense, but in other ways just

a bit dopey and batty. Now he didn't and couldn't see

my point of view, it was too obvious for his myopic
vision ; but he should have known I could not sit down
to hard study after Mother left vis. That meant thmk-

ing, and when I tried to loosen up that Thinking Ma-
chinery, why it just revolved around Her all the time.

Couldn't help it— so I just had to call off being serious

and turn every Thought Crank into hard athletic work.
'

"

'

' Dad didn 't see it that way,—men never do. They
can't get inside a fellow and watch his real mind. You
have to tell them everything then they reason it out

their own way and make small account of your feelings,

they lack that feminine intuitioil that God gave to

mothers—that's the size of it.

"

"Poor old Dad! I know he feels wretched,—two
of us gone this year. But he is a brick all right. Con-

science and duty, those are his two big props. Some
day they'll crush him like the car of Juggernaut, but

Dad will risk the crushing rather than risk his princi-

ples. Dear old Dad, he is just daft on principles. My I

How he did squeeze me in that last handshake ; I know
it almost broke his soft old heart to put the wide At-

lantic between us, but he did it."


